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We used to ask each undergraduate as he developed interest to come and stay in Whitechapel, and see for himself. And they came, some to spend a few weeks, some for the Long Vacation, while others, as they left the University and began their life's work, took lodgings in East London, and felt all the fascination of its strong pulse of life, hearing, as those who listen always may, the hushed, unceasing moans underlying the cry which ever and anon makes itself heard by an unheeding public.
What the friendship of that first group of undergraduate friends meant to us both it is impossible to exaggerate. They were "so young, so strong, so sure of God," and caring for us, they again and again swept us out of the darkness and pain of Whitechapel when it threatened to paralyse our powers, while we swept them out of the sunlight of the happier world, when it threatened to blind them to the sins and sorrows of those who too silently suffered.
Incidents of that first visit are still fresh in my memory, Gertrude Toynbee, so pretty in her white gowns and lilac ribbons, and alertly interested in all things " lovely and of good report " ; her sister Rachel, with her masses of black hair, provocative smiles, and wilful mischievous ways, so discomposing to her young chaperon ; her brother Arnold with his earnest eyes and strong face, eloquent silences, scorn of trivialities and passionate interest in war, its tactics and traditions ; Alfred Milner,1 tall, dignified, and grave beyond his years, weighing evidence on every subject, anxious for the maintenance of absolute justice, eager to organise rather than to influence, and fearful to give generou^ impulses free rein; Arthur Hoare,* with his blue eyes, flaxen hair, laconic utterances, dogmatic certainty, and glorious capacity for unstinted service; Lewis Nettleship, that dauntless brave soul with his shy manners, deceptive exterior, and jerky utterance, so great in his humility and humble in his greatness, asking questions which seemed almost foolish until replies had to be attempted—What could one say to such a query as " Why are the poor poor ? " but it left one thinking !—John Falk, glad, laughter-loving youth, eager for social schemes and ready to worship as heroes or heroines those who propounded them—I can see him now leap out of the boat into the river to fetch the rose that Rachel, now his wife, threw in and dared him to get out— A. L. Smith,3 Fellow of Trinity, the almost unique figure
1  Viscount Milner, G.C.B., G.C.M.G., LL.D.
2  House Master at Haileybury College.
3  Master of Balliol,